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sat down and put her feet up on the fender and we had a long cosy
talk together about Daisy, and Gibbins' love affairs. She says she
and Mrs. Henry Venables consulted together about the expediency
of die step and then she read aloud to Gibbins my letters about her
lover young Lewis. I asked if Gibbins did not hate me for what I
had said, for I had no idea that she would ever hear the contents of
the letter or know that I had written on the subject. No, Mrs.
Venables said, not at all. Gibbins thought it very kind and friendly
of me to take so much trouble about the matter. I must give her a
copy of Stepping Heavenward. I think it will do her good.

Monday, 13 November

'What a fine day it is. Let us go out and kill something/ The old
reproach against the English, The Squire has just gone by with a
shooting party.

Tuesday, 14 November

Tom Williams of Llowes, Pope and Clouston dined with rne this
evening. Mrs. Venables sent some soup from the Vicarage and we
had a leg of mutton roasted and a couple of boiled chickens and
bacon and a brace of pheasants from Llysdinam, an apple pie and an
apricot jam tart.

Thursday, 16 November

Yesterday Mr. and Mrs. Venables drove to call at Llan Thomas.
This morning Mrs. Venables told me that Mr. Venables likes Daisy
very much. He thinks her very nice-looking and admires her nice
open face. Mrs. Venables was very much disappointed to see so little
of Daisy. Mrs. Thomas sent her on an errand out of the room and
she did not come in again.

Sunday, 19 November

At the school this morning I had a grateful word and glance and
clasp of the hand from Gibbins in return for the book I gave her,
Stepping Heavenward.

Saturday, 25 November

I went up to Cwm Sir Hugh. A heavy dark mist from the East
brooded over the country and the trees dripped drearily in the fading
light. A screaming romp with Lucretia who in rolling about upon
the bed upset the candle on to the coverlet and burst into peals of
inextinguishable laughter while a strong smell of burning rose from